"Come and smell it," said the dealer.

He led Jean-Frangois into the back room. On a cast-iron stove
the sausage was gently frying. Jean-Frangois felt his nostrils
dilating. But he refused. He had a surprise to carry out.

Jean-Frangois' suitcase was wonderfully light. And in spite of
a very tiring night of travel he felt wonderfully fit. He crossed
half of Paris on foot. The swarming of enemy uniforms, the hard
and melancholy silence of the streets could not make a breach in
his good humour. This morning it was he who had won a victory.

Swinging his suitcase and whistling the march of his former
regiment, Jean-Francois arrived in the Avenue de la Muette in
front of an absurd and charming little house, built at the end of
the last century, which belonged to his elder brother. There were,
in this small mansion, some beautiful paintings, innumerable books
and a few precious ancient musical instruments. There had been
also, before the invasion, a quiet, refined woman and a bellicose
little boy who had Jean-Frangois' eyes. The mother and the child
had left for the country upon the Germans* arrival, and had not
returned. But Jean-Frangois' brother had refused to leave his
house because of the paintings, the musical instruments and the
books.

Jean-Frangois forbade the old housekeeper to announce him
and noiselessly opened the library door. He saw his brother there,
buried in an armchair and reading a thick volume. One could
hardly see his face because he was wearing a heavy overcoat with
the collar turned up and a wool cap pulled far down over his eyes.
This struck Jean-Frangois as very funny. Still all warm and ting-
ling from his fast walk, he did not feel that the house was icy.

"Greetings, Saint Luc," cried Jean-Frangois.

His brother's name was simply Luc. But because of his even
temper, his love of the spiritual life and his benevolence toward
all men, a few classmates had baptised him Saint Luc. The name
had clung to him in the family.

"Little Jean, little Jean/* said Luc, whose head barely reached
Jean-Frangois* shoulders,

The two brothers embraced* . . . There was a considerable
difference in age between them, but this did not unduly impress
Jean-Frangois. He felt himself so much stronger, more practical,
more resourceful than his brother.